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Publisher’s Note 


DiIsRUPTION GENERALLY HAPPENS when there is 
some crisis—be it Covi1D-19 or a natural calamity. 
A major ailment of a family member can cause 
disruption in the family. Handling such crises is 
becoming more and more difficult because families 
have become nuclear. 

In the thick of covip (June-July 2020), my elder 
son was terribly sick and had to be admitted to the 
hospital. It was an ordeal that was spread across 
six to eight weeks. Whenever a dear one becomes 
seriously ill, the mind naturally gets affected—not 
only for the person suffering from the malaise but 
also for other members of the family. It is therefore 
important to keep the mind active and positive. 
This is easier said than done. It was during those 
testing times that our trust published two booklets: 
Bhaja Govindam and The Amazing Human Body, 
written by two of the family members — one who 
was sick and the other, the care-giver. 
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Kaveri Trust is a family trust that Hema and I 
established thirty years ago with the objective of 
supporting education of economically backward 
students—mainly girls—because education is one 
form of empowerment. Since 2005, in addition 
to supporting education, the trust has also 
published books by family members, which the 
trustees deemed worthy of sharing with relatives 
and friends, especially from the perspective of 
documentation. 

I’m happy that my co-trustee Hema—despite 
facing several discomforts during the last few 
months owing to a major surgery she underwent— 
heeded to my suggestion and courageously took up 
the writing of ‘Song of my Soul.’ In this little book, 
she has shared her life experiences, highlighting 
how she derived contentment. 

This is the eleventh book published by our 
trust and shortly we plan to establish a /ibrary cum 
museum to underscore the importance of preserving 
our culture and values. 


M. V. Ravikumar PuD 


MANAGING TRUSTEE 
Kaveri Trust 
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I HAD TO undergo a major surgery in October 
2022. It took me a few months to recover from 
the trauma that I experienced before and after 
surgery. In order to keep me engaged in some 
activity, earlier this year Ravi suggested that I write 
a book as a sequel to Sixty Years, Sixty Episodes— 
my memoirs, which was published on the occasion 
of my sixtieth birthday. 

I was quite reluctant at first; my mind was 
blank. Ravi prodded me further by giving a title 
to the proposed book and a list of possible topics 
on which I could write. This made me contemplate 
awhile and on Sankranti—15" January—I put pen 
on paper. I completed writing the book on Maha 
Shivaratri—18" February. I had scribbled some of 
my thoughts on paper and it was Ravi who typed it 
out and polished the writing as well. When I went 
through the printed copy of the first draft, I really 
felt that I was listening to the song of my soul! 
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In addition to typing and editing, Ravi gave me 
several valuable suggestions. Hari fine-tuned the 
text, typeset the book, designed the cover, and took 
care of the publishing. Without their motivation 
and support it would not have been possible for 
me to write this book. My heartfelt thanks to both 
of them! 

It is my fervent hope that my readers are able to 
listen to the Song of my Soul. 


AE oTqATY 


Introduction 
by M. V. Ravikumar 


Ir was on the 12" of July 1972 I met this tall and 
slim girl of fifteen, at the wedding of my maternal 
cousin that was celebrated in the village of Belaka- 
vadi in Mandya district, about 115 km. from Ban- 
galore. Although I was a young man of twenty-two 
then, I did not wish to distract my thoughts from 
my Network Theory test scheduled for July 14°—I 
was in the ninth semester of my bachelor’s course 
in Electronics engineering. 

Some years later, on the 28" April 1978, at the 
wedding of another maternal cousin at Bangalore, 
my aunt introduced me to a tall and slim lady, 
whom I instantly recognised as the same girl I had 
met at Belakavadi. By this time, I was employed as 
a Research & Development Engineer with a Public 
Sector Undertaking (PSU) in Bangalore. I struck 


a conversation with the young lady and learnt that 
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she lived in Malleswaram and had just completed 
her final M.Sc. exams earlier that month. She also 
mentioned that her elder brother, also an engineer, 
worked in the same PSU as I did. 

In early December 1979, I had just returned 
home from an official visit to Madras and my elder 
sister informed me that a lady by name Malathi 
Rangaswamy had visited us from Malleswaram. 
She had enquired about me in general and about 
my height in particular, for she was on the look- 
out for a suitable boy for her tall daughter! Malathi 
mami had requested me to come over to her home 
with my parents on Sunday, December 9", so that 
she could introduce her daughter to us. Then the 
discussion between the two families regarding 
marriage could be taken forward. 

On the ninth of December, Malathi mami 
promptly arrived at our Ulsoor house by 4PM along 
with her younger brother Vasudevan to take me 
and my parents to their home in their car. At that 
time, my father had stepped out on some errand, 
so the three of us — my mother, my elder sister, 
and I hopped into the car without much ado and 
reached their place by 4:30. We were seated in the 
drawing hall when a tall young woman walked in 
and was introduced to us as Hema. To my surprise, 
it was the same lady I had met in 1978! 
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After the formalities of introductions were over, 
I told Malathi mami that I would like to talk with 
Hema personally sometime during the course of 
the next weekend to discuss and decide about our 
future. During our interaction, I found Hema to 
be shy, simple, and soft-spoken. Both our family 
backgrounds were very much socio-culturally sim- 
ilar, so I did not have much hesitation in saying 
Yes! to the marriage proposal. On 24" January 1980 
we had a formal engagement ceremony at their 
home and the wedding was fixed for 2"* May 1980. 

Yugadi is New Year's day according to the Hindu 
Lunisolar calendar, and typically coincides with 
March/April of the Gregorian calendar. On Yugadi 
day—17" March 1980—TI received a greeting card, 
which was unusual for two reasons — 

1. Typically I would receive New Year’s greet- 
ings in early January and not for Yugadi. 

2. New Year greetings would often be sent in 
the form of a printed card; but this one was a 
handwritten poem—the poet being my would-be 
mother-in-law. 

The poem was simple, effectively expressing 
the emotions of an affectionate and proud mother, 
who had decided to hand over her only daughter to 
me as a life partner. The poem is reproduced here 
in full: 
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PEACE AND HARMONY 


Herewith my fond wishes I send, 
For a new year, unique of its kind, 
That bringeth you a gift of your life, 

In the form of an adoring wife. 


Her wants are simple, she’s humble. 
But her thoughts and views are truly noble. 
She knows not what jealousy is, 

And adjusts herself with comfort and ease. 


Her company is always a spring of delight, 
Heer presence in your family shall bring more light. 
May she bring you luck and cheer, 
Make the path of your life smooth and clear 


Let her fill thy heart as an inspiring bride, 
Make thy home a heaven of joy and pride. 
With all the achievements of matrimony 
May you both live long with peace and harmony! 


—Malathi Rangaswamy 
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On receipt of the poem, I simply replied with 
a tiny Thank you card because I did not know how 
else to respond! It took me several years of living 
with Hema to experience the truth underlying 
each and every line of the poem! 

Many traditions around the world classify the 
composition of the universe into five elements — 
Earth, Water, Fire, Air, and Space (Ether). Know- 
ledge of these five elements helps us understand 
the laws of nature. We can connect the five natu- 
ral elements with five essential parameters, which 
when integrated in the right proportion can give 
rise to contentment of having lived the life to the 
best of one’s abilities — 

1. Love, a vital emotion to bond with others, can 
be as fleeting as a cloud and can be likened to Space. 

2. Friendship with chosen people is as important 
as Air to connect with family and society. 

3. Hobby is an essential element to remain 
grounded and balanced; it may be likened to the 
Earth that feeds us. 

4. Profession is as important as Water, which 
keeps the body hydrated and energised. 

5. Responsibility is like Fire, as our performance 
is constantly judged and coming out unscathed by 
the time one retires, is a Herculean task. 
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We all know that our life is limited and many 
of us would like to derive fulfilment from our lives. 
To feel that sense of fulfilment, it is important for 
the mind to be free from regrets, guilt, and worries 
so that it can become ca/m and stable. 

In October 2022, Hema underwent a major 
surgery and spent the following months recov- 
ering, even as she underwent a rigorous medical 
treatment. In January 2023, I suggested to her to 
jot down a few of her life experiences under the 
five parameters — Love, Friendship, Hobbies, Profes- 
sion, and Responsibility — to keep her mind active. 
As a conclusion, I told her to write down her un- 
derstanding of Contentment as an outcome of the 
five parameters. 

Hema sincerely started writing and in the 
course of the following five weeks, she shared the 
drafts with me. As I read through the manuscript, 
I recalled the poem that her mother had written to 
me forty-three years ago. Those lines penned by my 
late mother-in-law motivated me to write a small 
poem in appreciation of Hema’s nature, as I have 
understood it. 

I’m sure you will agree with what I have sum- 
marised in the poem about Hema by the end of 
reading this book. 


Introduction 


17 


PEACE AND HARMONY 


Coming together in life through matrimony 
Complementing each other, we live in harmony. 
Purity of thoughts and serenity of mind, 
Characteristics of yours that is difficult to find! 


Love and affection in plenty, always you share, 
Beyond relations with everyone you care. 
As a daughter or sister, wife or mother, 


Responsibility or duty, always you happily bear. 


Teaching as a profession so much you loved, 
Music being your passion so much we enjoyed. 
Nature in all forms gives you thrill and excitement 
Art in any form is more than mere entertainment! 


—M V Ravikumar 


Love 


From my EARLIEST childhood, I was brought 
up with love, care, and warmth. I spent my ear- 
ly days in the beautiful city of Mysore. It was a 
joint family living—my paternal grandparents, my 
parents, my elder brother Prasad, and I. When I 
turned four (1961), I was shifted to Viraja, a spa- 
cious bungalow with lot of trees, situated in the se- 
rene Malleswaram locale of Bangalore. My mater- 
nal grandparents and my uncle Vasudevan (Vasu 
mama) were living there. In due course, I became 
part of this new joint family and to my surprise 
I was loved and cared by all the members of the 
family, just as before. In the following few years, 
Prasad and my parents also shifted to Bangalore. 
The Viraja household always resembled a cha- 
tram (choultry)—lots of people living, visiting. My 
maternal grand-parents were extremely hospitable 
and accommodative. Every now and then, religious 
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acharyas of the Andavan Ashram, Ahobila Matam, 
and Parakala Matha would bless the house by 
their visits. Whenever they came, there would be 
a group of devotees attached to them and the en- 
tire retinue—some thirty people—would camp at 
Viraja for weeks together. During the period when 
the acharya would camp there, hundreds of devo- 
tees would come for darshan. In the 1970s, regular 
Sai Baba bhajans would be held and would attract 
a lot of people from far and wide. 

All through this, my grandparents (Nanaji and 
Didima) would welcome people with great warmth 
and affection. Never once did they worry about the 
financial implications of it nor the physical burden 
of taking care of so many people. There have been 
times when they practically vacated the house for 
one or the other religious acharya and themselves 
shacked up in a couple of rooms on the first floor! 

Viraja had a huge open backyard with a few 
outhouses around a Tulasi-katte. These were given 
on rent to a few families, one of which was Mr. 
Shama Rao and Mrs. Indiramma. Nanaji never 
treated any of them as tenants; in fact, every eve- 
ning at nine, after his dinner, he would go to Rao’s 
place and listen to the English news on the radio 
with him. It was a matter of great pride for them! 

Two widowed ladies lived in another outhouse 
and the elder one fell seriously ill. 4mma and Vasu 
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mama took care of all her medical needs. Almost 
every day they would visit K C General Hospital with 
food and medicines. When the hospital gave up on 
her, they arranged for an ambulance and took her 
to Victoria Hospital for a second opinion. She was 
treated just like a family member by Amma and 
Vasu mama. Finally, when she succumbed to can- 
cer, it was my father who performed her last rites. 
Appa even went the next morning to the cemetary, 
collected the ashes, and immersed it in Sriranga- 
patna, as he would have done for a family member. 
In a way, nothing less could have been expected 
from my father, who belonged to the hallowed line 
of Nallan Chakravartis (who got the name ‘Nallan’ 
because of performing the last rites of an unknown 
corpse)! 

In the plot facing Viraja, there was a cow- 
shed and a small house that was occupied by one 
Bhadramma, who was our milkmaid. She had a 
few excellent buffaloes and all of us would get fresh 
buffalo milk every morning. The plot that she was 
renting was under litigation and the owner sud- 
denly cut off their water supply. For many years, 
Didima would allow them to take water from our 
house for all their needs, including bathing the 
buffaloes! 
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While Didima would take care of the kitchen 
and all the cooking, it was Amma who would man- 
age all the shopping and outside activities. The two 
of them would work tirelessly and selflessly for the 
family without ever displaying discomfort. 

For several years, in the 1960s and 70s, Appa 
would get paddy from his fields in Sosale, which he 
would send to a local rice mill for dehusking. He 
then gave a share of the rice to his younger broth- 
er and bring home the rest, which would run into 
hundreds of kilos. The rice would first be dumped 
in the centre of the drawing room resembling a 
small hill and would later be shifted to the kanaja 
(granary). The rice mound in the drawing room 
would be a great attraction to Vidya (Vasu mama’s 
daughter) when she was a toddler. She would try 
to climb the rice hill and immediately slip down. 
Some of the people in the house would try to pre- 
vent her from doing so but Appa would have none 
of it—“Children should play and get the feel of the 
grains! What can be a better enjoyment?” 

My aunt Shantha s/itthi’s daughters Mala and 
Anu came to live in Viraja in the late 1960s. We 
all grew up together as one family. When Anu and 
Mala completed their schooling and had to rejoin 
their parents in Delhi, Didima was heartbroken! 
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In the late 1970s, Nalini sAitth’s second son 
Madhav moved to Viraja. In 1979, Prasad left 
for the US and also Vasu mama and family had 
moved to Nigeria. I found good company in the 
school-going Madhav and we became very close— 
to the extent that when my marriage was fixed, he 
was terribly upset and asked me why I should get 
married and go away! Soon after I got married, 
Madhav became friendly with not just Ravi but all 
his relatives and visited me often at Ulsoor. 

I shifted to Srinivasa Nilayam, a hundred-year- 
old house in Ulsoor after I married Ravi in 1980. 
It was situated bang on O/d Madras Road—one of 
the busiest avenues of Bangalore. It was an artery 
road that ran through Ulsoor, a suburban area in 
East Bangalore. To my surprise, I was received 
with similar love and affection by my new family. 
They cared for me just like my parents and grand- 
parents! My father-in-law and mother-in-law had 
universal love. ‘Their affection extended to every- 
one around them. Ravi’s sisters — Aka (Vasanta), 
Viji, and Rama (Latha) — and his brother Raghu 
were also friendly and affectionate with me and I 
became particularly close to Kannu (Suhas) and 
Revathi (Suman), Azka’s twin children, who were 
seven-year-olds when I got married to Ravi. 
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All through my life, I have been the recipient 
of unbridled love of not just family members and 
relatives but also classmates, students, colleagues, 
and friends — be it in my college or at the Inner 
Wheel Club. I feel blessed to have received so 
much love—and I always felt a compulsive need to 
reciprocate the same. 

I simply cannot forget the way my family cele- 
brated my sixtieth birthday! Although I was hesi- 
tant and wanted a simple family outing to a nice 
restaurant, which was the usual practice in our 
house, my family members insisted that my sixti- 
eth birthday must be celebrated in grand way with 
lots of relatives and friends. 

Almost immediately after I retired as the Prin- 
cipal of MLA Pre-university College in May 2015, 
Ravi suggested that I write a book on my varied 
experiences of life to share with family and friends. 

It took some time for me to get convinced and 
I started writing in August 2016. In a matter of 
five months, I completed the book with help from 
my younger son Ram. I recollected episodes from 
my childhood to college, from my teaching years 
to my post-retirement period and put together the 
relevant photographs as well. In early 2017, Hari 


worked non-stop for over two weeks to give struc- 
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ture and shape to the book, which was titled Sixzy 
Years, Sixty Episodes. 

Ravi had booked a large banquet hall in Malles- 
waram as the venue for my birthday celebrations. 
And so, in February 2017, there was a day-long 
program with many of my relatives, friends, class- 
mates, students, and well-wishers in attendance. 
Sixty Years, Sixty Episodes was formally released 
by Amma and Vasu mama. Among the few who 
shared their experiences of their association with 
me, Ravi’s nephew Naresh said that I was an exam- 
ple of Poisson’s Distribution—a rare event! Hav- 
ing taught Statistics all my life, I was very amused 
at his words. Copies were gifted to all and I even 
sent out a few copies to close people who could not 
make it. 

Nalini shitthi’s elder son Mukund, who is a 
well-known plastic surgeon in Mumbai—and 
a gifted singer—flew down just for the day and 
enthralled the audience with old Hindi film songs 
in his melodious voice. I was even dragged to sing 
a duet with him. 

Having completed six decades in life, I sang in 
six different languages, from six genres—starting 
off the afternoon session. Hari accompanied me on 
the violin. 
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It was a well-attended event with a good spread 
of breakfast, lunch, and high tea. The way Ram 
conducted the whole program as the Master of 
Ceremonies was greatly appreciated by everyone. 
I was particularly delighted that Dr. M K Sridhar, 
Ravi’s PhD supervisor (presently a Member of the 
University Grants Commission), graced the occa- 
sion amidst his hectic schedule. 

I was really blessed that my beloved mother 
was with me on that occasion; she suddenly passed 
away just five months later.* The event perhaps 
represents the pinnacle of love and affection show- 
ered on me and I will cherish that day forever. 

Just as I love people and stay in regular touch 
with my dear ones, I also love singing, listening to 
music, reading, travelling, visiting ancient temples 
that have intricate architectural designs, doing 
handicrafts, spending time with nature — enjoying 
flora and fauna, gardening, seeing the rising and 
* | vividly recall the day my mother passed away suddenly. 
It was the 23% of July 2017, when Hari called me from 
Malleswaram with the devastating news. Ravi rushed me to 
Amma’s home. We had to wait for two days for Prasad to 
come from the US and until then Vasu mama and his family 
took care of me by turn. Even young Varun (Vasu mama’s 


grand-son) who was then just fourteen, spent long hours 
consoling me. 
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setting of the sun and moon, gazing into a cloud- 
less star-studded sky. 

Raghu mama’s daughter Sweety (Kirti Kan- 
dade) wishes me not only on my birthday, but also 
on my sons’ birthdays before she wishes them. She 
always tells me, “Mothers should be wished first, as 
they are the ones who bring children to the world!” 
The famous dancer Smt. Nirupama Rajendra, a 
family friend now—thanks to Hari—wishes me 
on Ais birthday for giving him to the world! 

Speaking of birthdays, when I look back at the 
time when Hari was born (1984), Didima and 
Amma were not just excited but took great pains 
to take care of me and the baby for three months. 
When Ram was born (1986), although Didima 
was unwell, she and Amma nurtured the baby with 
great care. What the two of them did for me on 
those two occasions cannot be expressed in words. 
The love and care I received then probably prepared 
me to withstand several subsequent health-related 
setbacks that I faced. 

Even recently, when I had a major health issue, 
it was the power of love that held me in good stead. 

Sometime in July 2022, I began experiencing a 
constant backache because of which I was unable 
to walk or sit for a long time. Over the last 100+ 
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years, it has been a practice at Srinivasa Nilayam to 
perform Varamahalakshmi Puja. 1n August, on the 
day of ritual, I was unable to even sit down. Ravi’s 
niece Archana came to my rescue and meticulously 
performed the puja with great sincerity. After the 
rituals were completed, our therapist and family 
friend Raman gave me a massage to relieve me of 
the pain. 

Even after regular massages and other precau- 
tions, the pain was recurring for a few weeks. I also 
experienced intermittent fever. In early October, 
on the advice of my cousin Dr. Mukund, I went 
to Manipal Hospital for a complete check-up. The 
MRI indicated a tumour on my left femur bone. I 
was advised to immediately consult an orthopaedic 
and medical oncologist. After consulting with a 
few experts at Tata Memorial Hospital, Mumbai, 
Mukund advised Ravi to meet a seasoned ortho- 
pedic oncology surgeon who was consulting at the 
Mazumdar Shaw Medical Center. When Ravi met 
the surgeon on 5" October, he advised to get me 
admitted to the hospital at the earliest to avoid 
impending pathological fracture. 


I got admitted on the 7" and my surgery was 
scheduled for the next day. Mukund flew all the 
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way from Mumbai just to assure me that things 
will be fine. Even before my surgery was fixed, 
Hari resigned from his job to spend time with me 
and lend a helping hand to Ravi. When I was in 
the hospital, Rangarajan shithya (who passed away 
two months later) was also admitted to the hos- 
pital owing to health complications. Amidst his 
health issues, he called up to wish me well. Not 
only that, he told me that he had requested for puja 
to be done in my name at the Periya Andavan Ash- 
ram, Srirangam and that he prayed for my speedy 
recovery. Many of my relatives and friends prayed 
for me and performed pujas in temples. 

As soon as I was admitted to the hospital, Ra- 
vis youngest sister Rama came home to take care 
of her mother as well as manage our house in my 
absence. After I was discharged from the hospital, 
she took care of me day and night. It is difficult for 
me even to imagine how I would have managed 
without her support. It was only after she got con- 
vinced that I could manage myself independently 
that she returned to her house. 

Prasad, Malathi (my sister-in-law), and Shantha 
shitthis daughter Mala often called me from the 
US, always eager to know the status of my health. 
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My niece Anita (Prasad’s daughter) made video 
calls along with her infant son Nikhil. I really got 
energised looking at my grand-nephew and his 
antics! My nephew Arun is planning to visit me 
sometime in May, after quite a gap. Following that, 
Prasad and Malathi plan to visit India, possibly in 
August. I am eagerly looking forward to all their 
visits! 

Appa’s brother Sampatthu shithya’s children 
Prabha and Babu rushed to visit me as soon as 
they learnt of my surgery! Their visit reminded me 
of the time when their elder sister Mala drove a 
hundred miles all alone from Long Island, NY to 
Princeton, NJ, where I was staying with my other 
cousins. She spent a few hours with all of us and 
left the same evening to get back, driving another 
hundred miles! 

My former colleague and good friend Chandra- 
kala visited me a few times from her faraway home 
and even arranged for breakfast and lunch one day 
to reduce Ravi’s burden! Vasu mama who had been 
to Chennai to help Shanta shi¢thi after Rangarajan 
shithya passed away, rushed to see me very next day 
after his return. Even Mythili mami visited me on 
her birthday, coming all alone during the absence 
of Vasu mama. The eighty-eight-year-old Shantha 
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shitthi and Deepta came all the way from Chennai 
to be with me on my sixty-sixth birthday! Deepta 
and Bharath came to Bangalore on multiple occa- 
sions and visited me. 

My birthday was celebrated at Vasu mama's 
house with great aplomb. Although it was a work- 
ing day, Vidya and Varun took time off to be with 
me. Mythili mami had organised an elaborate meal 
and Vidya bought a lovely cake! Two of my former 
colleagues Triveni and Chandrakala visited me 
on that day to wish me. As soon as Anu arrived 
from London, she came to Bangalore to spend a 
day with me. Despite their advancing age, Didi- 
ma’s brother Raju mama, sister Lalitha shitthi, and 
brother-in-law Gundanna shithya visited me. Raju 
mama, a nonagenarian, even sang a couple of songs 
in his melodious voice upon my request! 

Although he lives on his own, Hari calls me of- 
ten to check how I am feeling and visits me when 
he can. Ram often sits with me and gives me lot of 
assurances that I will be fine soon. For the past six 
months Ravi has reduced all his work drastically to 
take care of me and his mother. 

After I began recovering from my health issues, 
Ravi decided to take me to the villa that we had 
purchased a few years back in Anandam Retirement 
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Community established in a village that is part of 
Chikkaballapura district—about 85 kms. from our 
home. He drove all the way and we spent two days 
in the serene environment amidst the chirping of 
birds, watching sunrise, and gazing at the night 
sky. In our absence, Hari and Ram took good care 
of their grandmother Indiramma. 

Based on my various experiences—apart from 
connecting human beings, Love reveals a lot about 
our character to ourselves upon reflection, consid- 
ering that we are in situations where we may nev- 
er have been before. Apart from being an excel- 
lent source of motivation, Jove also is a wonderful 
teacher. In short, it is the greatest feeling! 


Friendship 


My EarLiEsT MEMorY of befriending children of 
my age goes back to September 1961 when I was 
living in Pune for a short period at Nanaji’s home 
with Didima, and Vasu mama. Amma’s youngest 
sister Nalini shit¢hi had just then delivered her first 
son, Mukund (who went on to become a renowned 
surgeon). Nanaji worked as the financial advisor to 
Mahindra &§ Mahindra and they had provided him 
a palatial bungalow with servants’ quarters. I re- 
member playing with Marathi-speaking children 
of the servants who worked at Nanaji’s house. I 
was amused to see those children jumping into a 
nearby open well and swimming for hours. I learnt 
a few Marathi words from them too. 

Back home at Mysore, I joined first standard at 
Avila Convent.1 don't remember any of my class- 
mates there. In 1962, 1 came to Bangalore and was 
admitted to second standard at Rukkamma Ragha- 
vachar Vidya Mandir, now known as Malleswaram 
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Ladies’ Association School, a furlong from Viraja. 
By this time, I was bold enough to interact with 
my classmates. Many of them were residents of 
Malleswaram and continued to be my classmates 
till tenth standard. 

My earliest friend in MLA School was Padma- 
rekha, who was my senior. She had taken the re- 
sponsibility to ‘pick me up’ from Viraja and walk 
with me to the school and in the afternoon, ‘drop 
me back’ home—ensuring that I was safely back 
with Didima. This was a great relief for her, given 
that my parents were in Mysore and she had the 
complete responsibility to take care of me. 

A few of my school classmates also joined MES 
College where I studied my pre-university course 
and continued my graduation. None of them were 
with me at Central College, where 1 completed my 
master’s degree in Statistics. 

After ages, in 2022, I happened to meet some of 
my M.Sc. classmates—once over lunch and on an- 
other occasion at breakfast. | had not met some of 
them since I left Central College. It felt like a quiz 
where each one had to recognise the other—al- 
though we knew each other very well, since it was 
a well-knit class of twenty-four students. I also had 
the opportunity recently to connect with some of 
my high school classmates when we all visited our 
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Mathematics teacher who presently stays in an old 
age home. 

Recently, I had a chance to reconnect on phone 
with two of my friends from the MES days. I was 
amazed that neither their voice nor their accent 
nor enthusiasm had changed even a bit in these 
forty-five years! 

When I was the Joint Secretary of MLA School 
Old Students’ Association, | befriended different 
batches of students — old and young, whom I had 
never met in school. We were able to do quite a few 
projects and raise funds for giving scholarships to 
deserving students. We also went on several one- 
day picnics to nearby places. I thoroughly enjoyed 
the time with my newly-acquired friends. 

When I joined Malleswaram Ladies’ Association 
Junior College for Women in 1979 as a Statistics lec- 
turer, I found a new set of friends in my colleagues. 
All of them were my seniors but they were very 
friendly, making me feel comfortable. A couple of 
them — Smt. Srimathi (English) and Smt. Padma- 
vathi (Sanskrit) — had been my language teach- 
ers in high school. They were so happy to have 
me as their colleague. Even after their retirement, 
I would visit them till they passed away. As more 
lecturers joined the college over a period of time, 
my circle of friends grew. 
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As much as I was friendly with my colleagues, 
I was friendly with my students. Some of my stu- 
dents who completed their pre-university course 
during the early 1980s are in touch with me even 
now—though they have retired from their jobs 
and have become grandmothers! I taught students 
who took Commerce as their major, but students 
of Science were also friendly with me because I 
would teach them music for college programs or 
inter-collegiate competitions. 

I have learnt a lot from my colleagues during 
my thirty-six-year tenure — mainly skills in cro- 
chet, smocking, embroidery, and kutch work apart 
from a few delectable recipes. 

When Latha was the Principal, she made all 
the staff members to learn pranayama—and the 
instructor was Rashmi, another colleague. To this 
day, I practice pranayama. 

In 2014, when Ram was hospitalised for a few 
days due to food poisoning, Ambuja would visit 
every evening after college hours with a flask of 
coffee, as she was living close to the nursing home. 

Annapoorni would forever worry about my 
voice; especially when I counselled students or 
their parents, she always used to tell me that I 
should use my voice only for singing! 
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My association with Sridevi as a colleague was 
hardly two years. I joined the college in’79, she got 
married in ’80 and moved to the US in’81. How- 
ever, we are in touch even now and have remained 
family friends all these years. When I visited her in 
Phoenix (1991) and later in San Diego (2014), I 
enjoyed her hospitality. Recently, after my surgery, 
her entire family visited me when they had come 
down to Bangalore for their annual trip. 

During my college years, I sang many Sai Baba 
bhajans at home. A whole lot of people residing 
in the neighbourhood as well as a few from other 
towns would visit our home, upon word of mouth. 
Some of them became good friends. Once, there 
was an elderly couple from Baroda who visited us 
to participate in the 4/ajan. For some reason, they 
took a liking to me and even after returning to 
Baroda, they regularly wrote letters to me. In each 
of their letters, they requested me to visit them. In 
fact, I did go all the way to Baroda once and stayed 
with them. They called every member of their 
joint family and introduced me saying, “Hamein 
dekhne ke liye Hema beti Bangalore se aayi hai” (Just 
to meet us, Daughter Hema has come all the way 
from Bangalore!) They were perhaps the eldest 
friends that I had! 


38 SONG OF MY SOUL 


Even after five decades, I am in regular touch 
with Usha and Sudha, my classmates at school. 
Usha and I keep talking every now and then about 
the good and not so good things of life! Sudha who 
went on to become a doctor is my constant medical 
advisor! I am also in touch with two other school- 
mates Kshama and Asha. Incidentally, Kshama’s 
daughter is Hari’s senior and Asha’s son is his ju- 
nior—all three of them having studied in BMS 
College of Engineering and are Melton Fellows. 
Thanks to WhatsApp, I have connected with many 
old friends, almost after fifty years. 

My M.Sc. classmate Lalitha, who subsequently 
got a doctorate in Statistics used to teach me sub- 
jects that I found difficult to understand. She not 
only had grasped the subjects well but was a great 
teacher too. She was also a great motivator and | 
gained lot of confidence from her to complete the 
course. Even now we in touch. 

My B.Sc. classmate J Viswanath, who went on 
to get a doctorate in Physics, worked as a lectur- 
er at MES College and was managing a publishing 
house that brought out high quality textbooks in 
Physics and other subjects for the pre-university 
course as well as the common entrance exams. I 
was impressed with the design and contents of his 
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books and requested him to help me out in bring- 
ing out the pre-university Statistics textbooks that 
I co-wrote. JV immediately obliged and the books 
were published; they have been well received by 
students and lecturers of Statistics alike. 

Chandrakala has been more than a colleague 
and is one of my good friends. Just like me, she 
loves to travel. She would decide on a destination 
and then cajole me to join her. She has taken me to 
several interesting places in Karnataka, along with 
Triveni. I also enjoyed my trip with Chandrakala 
and Rashmi to Kanyakumari, Thiruvanantha- 
puram, and Rameswaram. We particularly enjoyed 
our train journey on Pambam Bridge across the 
Indian Ocean. 

Being a charter member of the Inner Wheel Club 
of Koramangala (estd. 2001), I befriended many of 
the members. Having become the President of the 
club during 2004—5, I enjoyed doing quite a few 
service projects along with my Inner Wheel sisters. 

At home, my great grandparents, grandparents, 
parents, uncles, aunts, brother, and cousins were all 
great friends to me. After I got married to Ravi, his 
grandmother, parents, sisters, brother, nieces, neph- 
ews, and grand-niece all became my friends! Often 
I visited my father sister’s house in Jayanagar and 
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his brother’s house in Malleswaram. ‘Their children 
also have been like friends to me. 

Amma was always my friend-philosopher-guide. 
At every stage of my life she mentored me and gave 
me a lot of ideas. I cannot put in words the support 
that I had received from her. Even after her demise 
in 2017, I have often felt that she is guiding me. 
Appa was ardent fan of the humourist nonpariel 
T P Kailasam and had good collection of his plays. 
He would take me to the plays and encouraged me 
to read Kailasam’s works. I would repeat some of 
those humorous dialogues and we two would have 
hearty laugh, just like friends! 

Amma's cousin Mythreyi shitthi was more a 
friend to me than an aunt. I had the opportunity of 
visiting her on a couple of occasions at Ballarshah, 
where she lived during the’70s. She always wanted 
me to learn some handicraft or the other. She 
taught me asuti work, tatting, fabric painting, etc. 
She further asked her Punjabi neighbour to teach 
me machine embroidery. Although an introvert, 
she would talk with me comfortably. She motivat- 
ed me to write letters to my relatives in English 
in order to improve my vocabulary and hence the 
language. All these years her words of advice have 
guided me to spend my leisure hours usefully. 
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Raghu mama, too, was more a friend to me than 
an uncle. During one of his visits to Bangalore in 
1973, he took me to Bombay along with him. After 
my birth (which was in Bombay), that was my first 
visit to the city. One day, he took me to meet one 
Dr. Sharad Nanavathi and introduced her as my 
mother’s gynaecologist. The doctor was so happy 
to see me; she hugged me and said, “I delivered you 
sixteen years ago!” It was a pleasant surprise for me. 

Last year, I took a leaf out of Raghu mama’s 
book by taking my sons Hari and Ram to meet 
my gynaecologist, Dr. Lalitha Bhaskar. She was 
thrilled to meet them and said, “No one has ever 
come and met me after their birth! My blessings 
are with you both.” She was delighted when Hari 
gave her some of the books he had authored. 

Prasad and I are the eldest in our generation. 
All my cousins gathered at Viraja at least once a 
year and I always felt that we all were a great group 
of friends! Once in a while, we went out to watch 
movies and Mukund, Madhav, and Bharath would 
start mimicking the actors in the movies that we 
had seen. This would go on for long time in the 
night till one of the elders came there and gave 
us a piece of their mind. Once in a while, Raghu 


mama's daughters Sweety (Kirti), Bubbly (Kiran), 
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and Chikki (Kripa) also came to Viraja for their 
holidays. We would chat with one another for a 
long time like old friends. 

There is a gap of close to two decades between 
me and Vidya and Srikanth (Vasu mama’s chil- 
dren). It was great fun watching them grow—even 
today I smile when I recall Vidya’s baby talk and 
Srikanth’s silent mischief. Vidya is a technical writ- 
er by day but a photographer the rest of the time. 
She keeps sharing with me lovely photos of nature 
that she has clicked. Srikanth lives with his fam- 
ily in the US and never misses visiting our home 
when he comes to Bangalore for holidays. 

Prasad and I have also been very close to Appa’s 
sister Thangamma afze’s large family. Although 
they were all older to us, we were more like friends. 
Pushpa, Mani, and Kanna were much older to us— 
close to our parent’s generation; Chotu and Rama 
represented an intermediate generation; Geeti, 
Shanti, and Ambi were closer to our ages. Despite 
this large age gap, we were all like friends. Ambi 
lives in the US but every time he visits Bangalore, 
he comes home and recalls the good old days with 
great fun. Whenever I meet Ambi, I always think 
You can take a Bangalorean out of Bangalore but you 
cannot take Bangalore out of a Bangalorean! 
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Similarly, at Srinivasa Nilayam, Indiramma is 
more a friend than a mother-in-law. Whenever I 
was in a dilemma, she would suggest appropriate 
solutions, which immensely benefitted me. Ravi 
is my best friend, more than being a husband. He 
thinks for me and gives me the right advice at 
the right time. Whenever I would think of some- 
thing and formulate a mental plan to implement 
the same, he would have invariably done it on his 
own—as if he read my mind. I have lost count of 
the number of occasions this has happened. 

I have been friendly with many of Ravi’s rel- 
atives as well—whether it was the nonagenarian 
Kaveri paati, my parents-in-law, Ravi’s siblings, his 
nephews and nieces, all the way to Mahathi, his 
grand-niece. 

Fora short period (2013-15), we lived at Ranga- 
mala, a house that we built in 1999 near MS 
Ramaiah College on a site gifted to me by my par- 
ents. The name of the house was coined from the 
names of my parents — Rangaswamy and Ma/athi. 
I used to visit a nearby park and I observed a few 
elderly ladies sitting together and singing. Being 
an avid music lover, I joined them one evening 
and sang a devaranama. They were so impressed 
that they made me sing every evening a different 
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song as long as I frequented the park. All of them 
became such good friends that after returning to 
Ulsoor, I invited them home, took them around to 
nearby temples, and had lunch at Shanthi Sagar. 
Some of them are in touch with me even now. 

I remember with great fondness our friends 
Rtn. Balazs Szeless and Gino, who were such 
great hosts to Ravi and me, when we visited them 
in Soporn, Hungary. As we are strict vegetarians, 
Gino gave me free access to her kitchen and told 
me to cook whatever I wanted; Balazs and Gino 
ate with great relish the simple food I prepared! 

It is essential to have good friends all through 
our life. Friendship is the greatest bond that one 
could ever wish for. We meet many along the way of 
life but only some stay with us forever. I have learnt 
a lot mainly through my friends. 

True friendship stands for a relationship full of 
love and free of judgment; the persons involved can 
be completely themselves with the assurance that 
they will be accepted and loved as they are, without 
being judged. This is what humans strive to have in 
their lives! 


Hobbies 


I HAVE HAD many hobbies but the foremost among 
them has been music, so it would only be apt for 
me to start this section by writing about music. 

The very first song I ever listened was Nanhi 
kali sone chali, which Nalini shitthi used to sing as a 
lullaby for her first baby. I was four years old then. 
In later years, even I would sing this song to Vidya, 
Srikanth, Hari, and Ram when they were babies. 
Recently, I recorded this song and shared it with 
one of Ravi’s friends when he became a grand- 
father! 

I grew up listening to lot of music as Chechi 
paati (Didima’s mother), Didima, and Amma were 
all good singers. They would sing while working. In 
addition to singing, Amma was a good vina player. 

Even in school, we were taught quite a few 
patriotic songs that we had to sing during the as- 
sembly. I joined music classes during my middle 
school days, learning Carnatic classical singing 
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from Vidvan M R Shankaramurthi. Under his 
guidance, I completed my Junior-level exam in 
Carnatic music (vocal) soon after I completed my 
tenth standard board exams. 

By then I started listening to Vividha Bharathi 
and Radio Ceylon. No sooner than I got up from 
the bed I would switch on the radio. I used to write 
down the lyrics in Hindi as I listened to the songs 
and learnt to sing a few Hindi film songs—without 
even knowing the meaning of the words! Needless 
to say, I was hardly practising Carnatic music. 

Perhaps to get me back on track, after a frantic 
search, Amma identified a good guru and organised 
regular classes for me. Vidushi B G Singaramma 
was a music teacher in Kendra Vidyalaya who lived 
near MES College where I was studying. And so, it 
was only in the early ’70s that my musical journey 
began in all seriousness, with Singaramma madam. 

I had music lessons three days a week; my guru 
would teach me, one-on-one. She taught me both 
vocal and vina in all earnestness. Thanks to her, I 
was able to complete my Senior-level exam (vina)* 
and Vidvat (Post-proficiency) exam (vocal)—both 
were beyond my wildest dreams! My mother and 


* I completed my Junior-level exam (vina) under the able 
guidance of my vina guru Smt. Rukmani Krishnan. 
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my guru, who is like a second mother to me, were 
delighted, and I was pleased that they were happy! 

My guru has taught me quite a few rare compo- 
sitions, often explaining the theory and the history 
behind each of them. She also gave the meaning 
of the sahitya (lyrics) so that I could sing with 
right b4ava (emotion). She has always been par- 
ticular about every minute detail. She is so sharp 
that she can instantly differentiate between simi- 
lar-sounding ragas and correct students where they 
go wrong. Whenever she taught me raga-alapana 
and svara-kalpana it was feast to the ears! 

Later, my sister-in-law Rama also started learn- 
ing music from my guru and I had great company; 
she not only grasped the sa/itya well but also had a 
fantastic memory. It was convenient for me to sing 
with her, especially given my poor memory! 

I have always enjoyed singing different genres 
of music in addition to Carnatic classical music — 
light music, folk, bsajans, film songs (in Kannada, 
Hindi, Tamil), and patriotic songs. After joining 
MLA College, I got opportunities not only to teach 
music but to also learn different forms of music. 
Some of the students would sing film songs or 
light music very competently. I have learnt quite a 
few songs from them! 
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In order to teach choir music to students, I joined 
Bangalore Youth Choir, established by Smt. Kaveri 
Sridhar, who was the grand-daughter of Veene 
Sheshanna (1852-1926), a legendary musician in 
the court of the princely State of Mysore. Fortu- 
nately for me, Kaveri madam’s house was very close 
to my college and hence it was convenient for me 
to attend classes. She taught us several songs in 
different languages. A few of the compositions 
were quite difficult but I enjoyed learning them. 
Being part of a choir, which was made up of men 
and women of different age groups, was a wonder- 
ful experience. 

Every year, Kaveri madam would invite the 
great music director Kanu Ghosh from Bombay. 
Kanu Ghosh sir would stay in Bangalore for a few 
days and teach us new songs. Although he was 
quite aged, once he started conducting the choir it 
would be difficult to match his energy levels! His 
enthusiasm was contagious—all of us would get 
energised. 

In 1997, 1 took my sons to Bombay for a holiday 
and I happened to visit Kanu Ghosh sir. He was 
teaching a few students a routine composition— 
but there were musicians playing on the sarangi, 
tabla, and other instruments. It looked like a mini 
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orchestra to me. Later I realised that they always 
learn and practice music in that manner! 

Kaveri madam would conduct regular pro- 
grams on television on Independence Day, Gandhi 
Jayanti, Kannada Rajyotsava, and on other special 
events. Every time, she would meticulously plan 
the program and identify the right people for the 
occasion, and accordingly train the singers and 
other musicians. Despite my busy schedule—bal- 
ancing work and home—I managed to participate 
in quite a few of her programs. I could not, how- 
ever, continue for a long time, owing to my Car- 
natic music classes and other family commitments. 
My main objective of joining choir music was to 
teach my students group songs more effectively, 
and that was accomplished. 

While at college, I befriended M A Mythili, 
who taught at MLA School. She is the daughter of 
Carnatic music maestro Sri M A Narasimhachar. 
A quiet, unassuming lady but a wonderful singer. 
When I discovered that she was so good in music, 
I began inviting her to coach some of the college 
students for music programs and competitions. 
And she, in turn, would invite me to train some 
of the school students in music. It has been a great 
friendship rooted in music. 
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Right from my school days I participated in 
music competitions and I have won many prizes. 
I would sing the invocation song for most of the 
programs that took place in college — both as a stu- 
dent as well as a lecturer. I have also sung the invo- 
cation song at various programs organised by Ravi. 

On the topic of invocation songs, I cannot 
forget one episode where I was part of the choir 
group conducted by Kaveri madam and we sang 
the invocation song for a public program. The 
great physicist Padma Bhushan Dr. Raja Ramanna 
was the Chief Guest. He was so impressed by the 
music—which was all of two minutes’ long—that 
he requested Kaveri madam to bring the same 
choir group to another event that he was presid- 
ing over that afternoon, to sing the same song as 
invocation! 

Many of the choir members were not full-time 
musicians, myself included, and after our invoca- 
tion song in the morning, we all proceeded to our 
respective workplaces. When Dr. Raja Ramanna 
put forth his request, Kaveri madam was thrilled. 
She immediately made phonecalls to us at our 
workplace, requesting us to take permission for 
a while that afternoon; she made us rehearse the 
same song and then we sang it again! 
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After I completed M.Sc., our certificates were 
issued by the Department of Statistics after the 
convocation. Dr. R R Umarji, a senior Professor 
of Statistics was the chief guest. As a formality 
I was asked to sing invocation before conduct- 
ing the proceedings. At the end of the program, 
Prof. Umarji walked up to me and said, “You sing 
so well—whatever job you take up, continue with 
your music always!” I’ve taken his advice seriously. 

Initially I was not comfortable to stand in front 
of the microphone and face the audience. Singing 
gave me lot of confidence. Though I have com- 
pleted Vidvat in Carnatic music, I have not given 
many concerts as it involves lot of practice. There 
were a few occasions when I had the opportunity 
to give small concerts. 

Online meetings and virtual concerts became 
the norm during the pandemic. In August 2020, 
Anu and Deepta had organised a Zoom meeting 
of several relatives to celebrate their father’s nine- 
tieth birth anniversary. As the curtain raiser, they 
requested me to sing Rangapuravihara, which was 
Rangarajan shithya’s favourite song. Having agreed 
to sing, I seriously practised the song with my guru 
and on the appointed day, sang it with all my heart. 
I could see Rangarajan shithya nodding his head 
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in appreciation and enjoying my singing. That was 
the most satisfying thing for me! 

Ravi’s grand-niece Mahathi, a talented singer 
herself, had given an hour-long live concert for 
Gaanamrutha, a Facebook group. She insisted that 
I should also perform for this group. In deference 
to her wishes, I shortlisted fifteen devaranamas 
after discussing it with my guru. Revati played the 
tamburi while her daughter Mahathi coordinated 
the program entirely. After my concert, the organ- 
isers called me and requested me to sing more of- 
ten for members of their group. 

One day, I went to meet my guru without 
knowing that she had invited the famous Kannada 
poet G S Shivarudrappa to her home. My guru 
introduced me as her senior student and asked me 
to sing a song for him. For a moment, my mind 
went blank, unable to decide whether to sing a 
classical song or a bhava-gite. On many occasions 
earlier, I had sung his composition—Ede thumbi 
hadidenu—and so, decided to sing the same. My 
guru had never heard me singing bhava-gite. GSS 
liked my singing and my guru was thrilled. 

All of us at Viraja loved music and we attended 
live concerts of great maestros whenever possible. 
Every year, concerts would be held in Fort High 
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School for almost a month in April-May (coincid- 
ing with Sri-rama-navami) as well as in Seshadri- 
puram College. 

On one such occasion, I had the opportunity 
to listen to Jon B Higgins, an American who sang 
Carnatic classical music. I vividly remember the 
way he sang Endaro mahanubhavulu and Kaa vaa 
vaa, Randa vaa vaa. He was equally adept at both 
Telugu and Tamil, singing the songs with ease. 
I was amazed with his discipline and dedication 
though he was from a totally different culture! 

Around the same time, I attended Master Ravi- 
kiran’s vocal concert. He was hardly six years old. 
He started the concert with the classic Endaro 
mahanubhavulu. We could not even see his face as 
it was covered by the microphone! 

On another occasion, Amma and I attended a 
Hindustani concert by Pandit Ravi Shankar and 
Ustad Alla Rakha at the Glass House in La/ Bagh. 
The program started after eight in the night and 
went on and on. The music was so enjoyable that 
we felt the reverberations all around. When the 
concert got over it was half past eleven and there 
was no public transport available. We were wonder- 
ing how to get back home. We were getting really 
scared thinking about our situation. To our luck, 
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we found one of the family members of the organ- 
isers of the concert who also lived in Malleswaram 
and they dropped us home in their car. 

After I got married, I did not have too many 
opportunities to listen to live concerts on a reg- 
ular basis. There were, however, a few musical 
programs that I attended and greatly cherish the 
memories. Ravi had donated two wooden pillars 
and an ancient door of his ancestral home to 
Nrityagram, a dance school established by Protima 
Gauri Bedi at Hessaraghatta. She used to organise 
a night-long Vasanta Habba (Spring Festival) every 
year—a series of concerts of classical music and 
dance performed by renowned artists on a specific 
date every year. During the early years of Vasanta 
Habba, on her invitation we attended concerts by 
Ustad Amjad Ali Khan and by Pandit Bhimsen 
Joshi. The program would be organised in an open 
air theatre so that all the villagers in the nearby 
areas could participate and enjoy. 

All through my life, music has kept me active 
and energised. I feel blessed to have had a mother 
who exposed me to the world of music, a loving 
guru who guided me through it, and my husband 
who gave mental space and freedom to pursue it 
even after marriage. 
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While music has been my primary hobby, I 
have harboured an interest in many other things 
that have helped me balance work and life. 

I enjoy handicrafts. When I was in school, 
I started weaving wire baskets. I wanted to try 
my hand on a pattern resembling a gooseberry. I 
bought a light greenish yellow wire and made a 
huge basket. I realised the idea was not great be- 
cause the basket itself was heavy. With that I 
stopped weaving baskets! 

I love stitching both by hand and using the 
sewing machine. When I was growing up at Viraja, 
I recall Vasu mama stitching pillow-covers and 
bags from the material that Amma would get from 
Janata Bazaar. He taught me to stitch on a sew- 
ing machine. Even now I stitch with Indiramma’s 
sewing machine with motor attachment. 

I did a whole lot of knitting, tatting, crochet, 
smocking, embroidery including kasu¢i work and 
kutch work. I made kucchus for my sari pallus. Post 
retirement, I made quite a few quilts with my 
mother’s old silk and cotton sarees and gifted them 
to my near and dear ones. 

After I became a lecturer, I took interest in gen- 
eral reading. My college library had a good collec- 
tion of interesting books. Some of my colleagues 


56 SONG OF MY SOUL 


who were avid readers would recommend good 
books. I read a lot of historical works and fiction. 
By the time I retired, Hari was into writing and 
publishing books in English and Kannada. He is 
good in identifying the right books for the right 
people. Thanks to him, I started reading a whole 
lot of topics which otherwise I would never have 
read! I feel that reading these books has changed 
my perspective towards life and it instilled in me 
a sense of calm. I feel relaxed within myself more 
and more! 

I enjoy preparing a variety of sweets and savou- 
ties for Krishna Jayanti. Every year when I prepare 
sweets, I remember my dear Didima and Amma 
who were both experts in the culinary arts. 

I enjoy solving puzzles — Sudoku, Kakuro, cross- 
words, Scrabble, etc. and I like quiz programmes. 
I also love to read comics. Prasad introduced me 
to Asterix and I was hooked to it ever since. He 
himself was a good cartoonist and would amuse 
all of us with his witty cartoons! I also read Tintin, 
the Amar Chitra Katha comics, Archies, etc. I got 
the chance to read the complete translation of our 
great epics and several books of great value in Kan- 


nada and English thanks to Hari! Every now and 
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then I edit the writings of Hari and Ravi. I enjoy 
doing this because I have learnt a lot about them 
through their works. 

During my free time, I enjoy watching movies 
and following a few tele-serials. 

I love visiting factories and institutions. I vis- 
ited a porcelain factory and an ice-cream factory, 
during my school days and a soap factory during 
college days. When I visited my aunt at Ballarpur, 
I went to the paper mills where my uncle was em- 
ployed. Ravi’s brother-in-law Sampath Kumar, a 
metallurgist, had built from scratch a Steel factory 
at Hospet and I enjoyed watching live the whole 
process of steel making during my visit there. 

My hobbies have been my dearest friends, al- 
ways helping me come out of a difficult period or 
grant me pure enjoyment whenever I have im- 
mersed myself in them! 


Profession 


ALL THROUGH my academic journey, I was fortu- 
nate to have had good teachers at every stage, 
right from my primary school. Some of my school 
teachers not only taught us lessons but also several 
things about different dimensions of life including 
music, arts, and human values. We were also made 
to do physical exercises regularly. Attending the 
daily prayer session before classes commenced was 
a must. A Thought for the Day and a few important 
news headlines were read out during the assembly. 
We were encouraged to take part in various school 
programs and inter-school competitions. Although 
I appreciated the energy and enthusiasm of some 
of my teachers, never did I imagine that I would 
become one! 

As I went from MLA School to MES College I 
continued to have great teachers. During my bach- 
elor’s, we had a Physics professor who suggested 
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that a few students could choose a topic and give a 
talk on it for about five to ten minutes. Except for 
one or two like J Viswanath (who went on to be- 
come a Physics lecturer), not many students came 
forward. Some of my friends cajoled me to choose 
a topic and give a talk—they thought I had the 
‘personality,’ for I was tallest girl in the class. Even 
though I was initially reluctant, I ended up select- 
ing a topic and spoke on it for a few minutes. I was 
unsure if anyone understood what I spoke. It turns 
out that many of my classmates were happy with 
my presentation and said that I should become a 
lecturer. Perhaps the thought that they had seeded 
in 1975 ended up becoming a reality in 1979. 
After completing my bachelor’s, I desperately 
wanted to do a master’s. But my mother wanted 
to get me married off at the earliest and had even 
started searching for a suitable boy as soon as I 
completed B.Sc. Kupanna shithya, our in-house 
astrologer, was consulted. He looked at my horo- 
scope and told my mother, “Whatever you do, 
however much you try, she is not going to get mar- 
ried for the next two years!” When Amma heard 
this, she insisted that I pursue a master’s without 
further delay! While going through the prospectus 
of Central College, I learnt that they had an M.Sc. 
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course in Statistics, and students who had com- 
pleted B.Sc. (Physics-Chemistry-Mathematics) 
were eligible to apply. 1 went ahead and applied for 
M.Sc. (Statistics) without knowing what to expect. 
To my surprise, my name appeared in the first list 
and I joined the course with great enthusiasm. But 
the course was far from easy. It was my choice to 
pursue post-graduation so I worked really hard to 
complete it. 

After completing my master’s, I travelled with 
my parents to Northeast and Eastern India for a 
few weeks. On our return, I came across an adver- 
tisement placed by Malleswaram Ladies’ Association 
Pre-University College for Women for the post of a 
Statistics lecturer. This was in early 1979. I applied 
for the job and got selected, bringing great joy to 
Didima and my parents. Appa was thrilled because 
he himself was a teacher. He staunchly believed 
that teaching was the best profession for women! 
The college being pretty close to our home was an 
added advantage. 

I was the youngest of the staff when I joined 
MLA PU College. My high school Mathematics 
teacher Smt. Rukmini was the Principal. While 
the Principal had a separate room, all other staff 
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members would sit in a large room. Two of the lec- 
turers, Smt. Srimathi and Smt. Padmavathi were 
my language teachers in high school; I initially felt 
embarrassed to sit with them in the same room. 
To my pleasant surprise, they welcomed me with 
great warmth and proudly introduced me to all 
other staff members. My real learning of Statistics 
started only when I became a lecturer. I tried my 
best to be as thorough as possible before teaching 
the students. Smt. Rukmini, who had been teach- 
ing the subject before I joined, helped me when I 
started out. 

A year later after I started my career, I got mar- 
ried. Ravi clearly told me that I could work as long 
as I wished to. It was he who suggested, While 
teaching subjects like Statistics, you should give many 
examples from daily life for the students to under- 
stand the concepts! I followed his advice, for I always 
wanted to give my best to ensure that the students 
understood Statistics. 

One day, an old student showed up at our house 
in Ulsoor. By this time, I had been teaching for 
more than two decades. I was surprised to see this 
student and asked her what she was up to. She said, 
“Madam, I haven't been able to pass in Statistics 
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even after multiple attempts. I have passed in all 
other subjects. I will give it one last try—please 
help me to pass. Just teach me a few topics and 
coach me from an examination point of view.” The 
final exam was less than five weeks away. I taught 
her during weekends and made her solve problems 
similar to the ones that had appeared in the pre- 
vious exam papers. She followed my instructions 
to a tee, worked hard, and cleared the exams. A 
few years later, she reappeared at my doorstep— 
this time along with her husband, to invite me to 
the gribapravesha of their apartment. She proudly 
announced that she had not only completed a 
bachelor’s degree in Commerce but also an MBA 
and was working with a multinational. 

In the early ’90s the Statistics syllabus for the 
pre-university course was modified. Quite a few 
books were available covering the new syllabus 
but I wanted to write a textbook, having taught 
for more than fifteen years. After identifying a 
co-writer, who was a lecturer at MES College, I 
wrote textbooks for the first and second pre-uni- 
versity course in Statistics. 

Evaluating answer papers is part of a lecturer’s 
job. I enjoyed the evaluation work since I would get 
to meet Statistics lecturers from different parts of 
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Karnataka. During our discussions regarding the 
scheme of valuation, I would learn different ways 
of solving a given problem. During evaluation, I 
sometimes encountered strange episodes — some 
students would keep currency notes inside their 
answer scripts with a note requesting the evaluator 
to give them passing marks, mentioning various 
reasons for their desperation to pass. As for the 
answers to the questions in the exam paper, they 
would have written nothing meaningful! Some 
students would have simply copied the question 
paper verbatim a few times! I could only pity such 
students. 

Not many lecturers get the opportunity to set 
the public examination question papers for the 
second year pre-university course. I was fortunate 
to get several opportunities to do so. As paper- 
setters, we are expected to prepare three sets of 
question papers, both in English and in Kannada. 
Preparing the question paper in English was fairly 
straight forward but it was challenging to set it in 
Kannada. I created my own ‘English to Kannada 
Statistics Dictionary’ for this purpose. This not 
only helped me but the entire team. 

Before television became popular, A// India 
Radio (AIR) arranged programmes to help college 
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students prepare for their public exams in various 
subjects. I had taken a few of my students to the 
AIR studio to conduct interactive sessions, clarify- 
ing their doubts both in the subject and the exam- 
ination methodology. 

In addition to teaching, I had to counsel stu- 
dents and even parents as and when needed, al- 
though I was not a trained counsellor. Having 
worked closely with teenagers with varied person- 
alities for years, I had developed some insights into 
problems they commonly faced. I always felt happy 
whenever the students or parents came out of their 
problem because of my counselling. 

After working for thirty-three years as a lecturer 
(subsequently, senior lecturer and selection grade 
lecturer), I was elevated to the post of Principal in 
2012. Incidentally, it was fifty years since I joined 
MLA School. During my tenure, I learnt a lot about 
administration. However, I missed my students as 
there was a reduction in my teaching hours. 

When I was the Principal, I prepared a manual, 
giving details about all the programs and events 
that the college conducts in an academic year. This 
helped me as well as the Principal who succeeded 
me to manage the position in an efficient manner. 
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I got the opportunity to meet Principals of other 
colleges of Bangalore North during the meetings 
organised by the Director of the Pre-university 
Board to discuss various issues. 

Four months before my retirement (May 2015), 
I got the chance to hoist our national flag on the 
occasion of Republic Day. I consider this as one of 
the greatest moments of my life, which I cannot 
explain in words. Being a patriotic person, I be- 
came very emotional when I thought about all the 
soldiers who laid down their lives for protecting 
our country. 

My professional journey as teacher was satisfy- 
ing—however, every academic year I had to put in 
a lot of effort to identify students who were weak 
in my subject, based on not only their performance 
in the test or exam but also on their attendance 
and behaviour in class. Back home, my experiences 
as a teacher helped my sons—Hari to some extent 
and Ram to a large extent—during their school- 
ing. Both of them passed their board exams with 
distinction. 


Responsibility 


I was NoT aware of my responsibilities until I 
completed my seventh standard. I was happily 
spending my time at home and school without 
much pressure. I studied in Kannada medium till 
then. Only upon joining high school, I opted for 
English medium. Suddenly I found it difficult 
to cope with my studies. I slowly started reading 
general books in English and Amma helped me 
a great deal—she was good in English as well as 
in the other subjects. In a few months, I started 
understanding that it was my responsibility to do 
well in studies and started spending more time 
studying. 

After I joined college, I began doing odd jobs at 
home. At Viraja, many family members were liv- 
ing under one roof. There was always a lot of work 
to be done. Didima, Amma, and Vasu mama were 
always busy doing some work or the other. Look- 
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ing at them work motivated me to lend a helping 
hand. But I did not take up any big responsibility. 
Amma insisted that I spend more time on studies 
and do well in my exams. 

Even after I got married to Ravi and moved to 
Ulsoor, I did not have much responsibility because 
the elders at home took care of everything. Hav- 
ing taken up teaching, I always felt that it was my 
duty to teach students in simple language giving 
real-life examples and make them understand the 
fundamentals. 

I also felt that I was responsible for my students’ 
behaviour. All my colleagues also felt that way. 
Hence, it was common for one or the other staff 
member talking to students outside the classroom, 
try their best to help them overcome their personal 
issues — be it financial or social. 

Our college encouraged students to develop ho- 
listically and so there were many events like Fresh- 
ers’ Day, Talents Day, Independence Day, College 
Day, Gita Jayanti, Republic Day, etc., organised 
throughout the academic year including a picnic 
for a few days and conducting exhibitions, among 
others. Lecturers were given charge of a certain 
program on rotation. I always felt happy to take 
these responsibilities because often I learnt a lot! 
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Whenever a student failed in the exam in my 
subject, I called them and their parents for a meet- 
ing. I would tell them that failing in an exam was 
neither a sin nor a crime. It was my responsibility 
to make them realise the importance of hard work 
and discipline. I would put extra efforts to teach 
them even during their vacations to ensure that 
they pass in the supplementary exams. 

After I became the Principal, Mrs. Ramani 
Shenoy, a sprightly nonagenarian, who managed 
the Shenoy Foundation wanted to support merito- 
rious and needy students of our college for their 
higher education by giving scholarships. I was 
pleased with her gesture and promptly prepared a 
list of students based on their marks and economic 
background. She gave scholarships to all the stu- 
dents in that list. Subsequently, she inisited that I 
and my successor Chandrakala become trustees of 
her trust. Ever since, year after year, it became our 
duty to select deserving students—not only from 
MLA College but from a few more colleges—and 
send the lists to her son Mr. Ashok Shenoy, who 
lives in the US. He decides the quantum of schol- 
arship to be paid to the students and arranges to 
send the same to the respective colleges. 
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After Hari (January 1984) and Ram (Decem- 
ber 1986) were born, I slowly started taking the 
responsibility of bringing them up. I had to take 
care of elders too. Ravi is the one who has always 
taken responsibilities of managing the home and I 
share only a part of it. Like Amma, I felt that I was 
responsible for the growth and well being of my 
children apart from their good behaviour. Most of 
the time, I felt I have been doing my duty and so it 
was never any burden. 

Ravi has often organised family get-togethers — 
birthdays, the annual Varamahalakshmi puja, 125" 
year of Srinivasa Nilayam, inauguration of Kaveri 
Hall that was built on the second floor, and so 
on. On these occasions, I took the responsibility 
of planning and making necessary arrangements 
so that we don't miss out on anything. When the 
event happens to the satisfaction of everyone, I feel 
happy and contented. 

When my mother suddenly passed away in July 
2017, I was terribly shocked and upset. But there 
were many things to take care of. I took the re- 
sponsibility of sorting out all her stuff — books, pa- 
pers, bank accounts, etc.—of course, with the help 
of Vasu mama and Ravi. I had to do a lot of paper- 
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work, which I was not used to. I cleared most of 
them over time. In the bargain, I learnt patience 
and perseverance. 

Thanks to Ravi, I was initiated into the Inner 
Wheel Club of Koramanagala. 1 got involved in 
doing social activities. When I became President 
of the club, it was my responsibility to conduct 
monthly meetings as well as the Executive Com- 
mittee meetings. Our team undertook several 
social service activities — spending time with war 
heroes in Red Cross, administering polio drops to 
infants on the assigned days, giving provisions and 
clothes to orphanages, supporting cancer patients 
through Karunashraya, giving benches to govern- 
ment schools, cots to a home for blind girls, and 
many more. It was a totally different experience. 
The kind of social work that Ravi has done in the 
last three decades is beyond my imagination but I 
am happy contributing my bit. I don't stop him but 
silently support him whenever I can. 


Contentment 


FROM My CHILDHOOD days, I did not have many 
expectations from life. I took everything in my 
stride. I developed a positive attitude towards life 
mainly because of the love and affection I received 
from people around me. As I grew up, I made 
friends with classmates and neighbours. I pursued 
music and it gave a different dimension to my life. 
I am ever grateful to dmma and my guru; without 
their support and encouragement, I might not 
have even taken up Post-proficiency music exams. 

I am fortunate that my dream of being a col- 
lege lecturer was fulfilled. Being with teenagers for 
thirty-six years was a great learning experience for 
me. I never imagined that I would be working for 
so long but I retired as the Principal of my college 
with a great sense of fulfilment. 

To the best of my abilities, I performed my 
duties as great grand-daughter, grand-daughter, 
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daughter, wife, daughter-in-law, and mother, and 
in the process I have never felt any burden, only 
joy and satisfaction! I have learnt not to think of 
the past—especially the not-so-good experiences. 
But I always enjoy recalling the good experiences. 

As I grew up, I wanted to be independent as 
much as possible. So after I got married to Ravi, 
when he offered to teach me car driving, I agreed at 
once. I was a little scared initially but managed to 
learn driving over time and developed the much- 
needed confidence. Although I love going on long 
drives, the moments when I reached some of my 
close relatives to hospitals during emergencies 
gave me a great sense of satisfaction of performing 
my duty. There have been times when I thought, 
What would I have done if I had not learnt driving 
and on all those occasions, I thanked Ravi for not 
just teaching me but also having confidence in me. 

Amma was a consummate polyglot and she used 
her talent in composing poems in different lan- 
guages—primarily Kannada, English, and Tamil. 
Perhaps this was the way she expressed her emo- 
tions. Over a period of time she had written quite 
a few of them. We decided to celebrate her 80% 
birthday by bringing out a book of her poems and 
releasing it on her birthday. With Hari and Ravi 
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helping me out, I managed to bring out an antho- 
logy titled Expressions, a compilation of ninety 
poems in five languages. The book was released in 
the Sri Lakshmi Narasimhar Kovil, Malleswaram, 
with nearly a hundred relatives and friends tak- 
ing part in the celebrations! Naresh selected one 
of Amma’s poems, composed an appropriate tune, 
and rendered invocation on that occasion. 

From the time Hari graduated, in parallel with 
his work, he was collaborating with my cousin 
Ambi on a translation of the Bhagavad-gita. He 
went on to become a writer, with a focus on Indian 
philosophy. Knowing Amma’s passion for philoso- 
phy and languages, Hari suggested to her, some- 
time in 2015, to work with him in translating the 
Mankutimmana Kagga, the famous poetical work 
of D V Gundappa, into English. Amma got so 
involved with the translation work that Hari found 
it difficult to cope up with her speed! 

‘The translation entitled Foggy Fool's Farrago was 
formally released on 2"* October 2016 at Gokha- 
le Institute for Public Affairs with Nadoja Dr. S R 
Ramaswamy as the Chief Guest and Shatavadhani 
Dr. R Ganesh delivering the keynote address. Both 
of them highly commended the quality of trans- 
lation—especially the efforts of the octogenarian 
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co-author. After the guest speakers had spoken, 
Amma was requested to say a few words. While of- 
fering her thanks for the opportunity given to her 
by none other than her own grandson, Amma read 
out a few verses she had composed in the style of 
the Kagga to express her gratitude. Everyone on 
the stage was astonished with her literary acumen 
and simplicity. 

Although I was very much aware of Amma’s 
talent in languages from my younger days, I was 
extremely happy that her talent was recognised in 
public by great scholars and this was made possible 
because of our son Hari. 

Over the years, Hari has written/translated/ 
edited quite a few books. Along with his friend 
Axjun Bharadwaj, he translated Prof. A R Krishna- 
sastri’s Vachana Bharata, a Kannada classic, into 
English (published as The Essential Mahabharata.) 
This translation received an award from Kuvempu 
Bhasha Bharathi Pradhikara, Government of Kar- 
nataka, as the best translation from Kannada to 
English in the year 2021. Being a mother, it was a 
great moment of joy for me when my son received 
the award. 

In 1984, when Hari was born, Didima’s father 
Anna thatha (Nadipuram Rangaswamy Iyengar) 
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was living with us at Viraja. That meant five gener- 
ations under one roof! We even took a photograph 
of the five of us. 

Didima always seemed to have energy for work. 
Though she was forever busy in the kitchen pre- 
paring food for the members of joint family twice 
a day, she never expressed frustration or discomfort 
till her last breath! On the contrary, she was always 
cheerful and friendly with everyone. She often 
used to recite this Kannada verse — 

BOSO DY, SO0G Bev, SOSo Bor, oOAGO Beso | 
BORO WY,S50B Fo FOso ALO, DOO Dorwso | 
BODO JAB WTOAHOBOooVE® WOe 2. DXO HTO | 
WOQ)O WY, WINDJody WO DOO Bk UW yAVLANS Od II 
(Opening verse of the Someshvara-shataka) 
which roughly means that we learn from various 
sources — from the wise, from the scriptures, by 
observation, with the right attitude to learn, from 
the company of the good people, and so forth. Just 
as many rivers join together to form the ocean, all 
these sources of knowledge make us learned. I have 
tried to inculcate some of her nature and advice in 

my life and reaped a lot of benefit. 

Appa was fond of quoting proverbs like What 
cannot be cured must be endured, Penny-wise but 
Pound-foolish, S0HTS,038 BA Wor, (more noise 
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than the actual work), moi QQx) Ben egor) (live 
within your means), odeemoBay, 2ocde aod, (what 
one is destined to get will eventually come by), and 
CF FFUDIAGH CF HSTUWOMTSHov (after one 
dies, he is eulogised to the skies whether he truly 
deserves it or not). These oft-repeated sayings have 
often helped me deal with a situation in my life 
and I have tried my best to accept the realities of 
life and perform my duties the way my parents did. 

Another thing I learnt from my parents was be- 
ing satisfied with what one has. ‘The only vehicle 
Appa owned in all his life was a bicycle. His con- 
temporaries were better placed in life but neither 
he nor Amma ever felt bad about their condition. 
Once Amma had asked Appa for a steel almirah— 
which was popularly known those days as ‘Godrej 
Bureau’—and in reply he said, “Sure, we can get 
one, but what valuable items do we own that we can 
safely keep inside!” Later, when my cousin Rama 
started a steel furniture business, Appa bought a 
huge almirah just to encourage him! Incidentally, 
Amma won a Godrej-made ‘Bureau as a prize in a 
slogan-writing competition. 

After his retirement in 1977, Appa spent his 
time learning Vedic recitation and reading the epics. 
Ever since I saw Appa reading the Ramayana and 
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Mahabharata, | too wanted to read the unabridged 
versions of our great epics. I could not read the 
original in Sanskrit so I had to resort to a Kannada 
translation. After my retirement, I read a compre- 
hensive translation of both the epics. I plan to read 
many more books in the coming days. 

Prasad has always been a great artist—from 
his youngest days he would sketch animals, birds, 
people, and even cartoon characters. Inspired by 
him, I started drawing simple sketches as I studied 
and those became visual aids to help me remember. 

Shantha s/itthi has travelled widely, not just in 
India but around the world. Wherever she went, 
she would adapt easily to the local conditions 
without ever letting go of her traditional practices 
and discipline. She is a mentally strong person who 
takes things in her stride and even at eighty-eight 
her memory and sharpness is unmatched! 

Raghu mama and Vasu mama were both very 
hands-on and every time Raghu mama visited us 
from Bombay, the two brothers would set about 
repairing anything at home that needed fixing, 
from mixies to water pumps, from radios to wash- 
ing machines! 

From my youngest days, I have observed Vasu 
mama's meticulous ways. In whatever he does, be 
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it filing of papers or repairing a broken machine, 
he is so organised. Looking at him, I learnt how to 
plan my work and organise my stuff. 

Rangarajan shithya served in a high position at 
a UN-affiliated organisation and travelled to more 
than a hundred countries through the course of his 
work. In spite of all his accomplishments, he was 
so grounded and balanced. Even when he recalled 
episodes from his past, they were mostly humorous 
or instructive ones and not in the least self-aggran- 
dizing. He was a person never hassled by obstacles; 
he took things in his stride and went ahead. In his 
last days, he faced a number of health issues but he 
never complained about anything! 

Nalini shitthi was always so hospitable and lov- 
ing towards me. She was an excellent cook and I 
was always fed with the choicest of delicacies when 
I visited her — be it in Cochin, Bombay, Delhi, 
or Bangalore. And Jaggannathan shithya was an 
extremely knowledgeable person. Ever so often he 
would talk about music or Srivaishnava philoso- 
phy or physics and it would be so instructive to me! 

Didima’s younger sister Sundari shitthi was an 
efficient worker. I would be amazed at her speed 
and sharpness. She was a person who always fin- 
ished house-work early and kept time for hobbies. 
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It is from her that I learnt some elements of what 
they call sz®oa 0x (treasure from trash). 

Once, when Sundari shitthi and family were liv- 
ing in Ballarshah, they had unexpected visitors of 
around fifty people and food had to be prepared 
for them all. Sundari s4itthi had never cooked for 
so many people at once and was wondering how 
to go about it. Mythreyi sAizthi told her, “It’s all a 
matter of proportion. If you use this much when 
cooking for three of us, just make it seventeen 
times!” Following her daughter’s instructions, she 
quickly prepared the meal to everyone’s delight. 

I learnt invaluable life lessons from Mythreyi 
shitthi. She taught me the importance of being 
non-judgmental; she would say that there is no 
need to be too attached or too cold towards any- 
one. Our relationships should be within certain 
limits. She also impressed upon me the importance 
of mainting records. She would tell me to safely 
keep all my academic, medical, and other records. 

Whatever I learnt in life from others, I always 
tried to share that with my students. For instance, I 
learnt a great deal from my music guru and I would 
train my students for music competitions and col- 
lege programs, I would impart some of the wisdom 
I had received. I would tell my students, “After you 
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learn the basic melody of the song, spend some 
time learning the meaning of the lyrics, which will 
also make it easy to memorise the lines. Only if you 
know the meaning of the song can you sing with 
the right emotion. It is also important to know the 
name of the poet who wrote the lyrics, the name of 
the music composer, as well as the name of the raga 
in which the song is composed.” 

Being teenagers, naturally my students had 
several distractions apart from their own interests 
other than academic. Though I loved teaching my 
subject, I also felt it is my responsibility to help 
my students to develop holistically. I was strict in 
the class but I was always friendly with students 
outside the classroom by talking general things 
concerning life — family, hobbies, society, etc. This 
helped me to understand their mind. ‘This also 
helped me in giving space to Hari and Ram as they 
entered their teenage years. Ravi spent more time 
with them as they grew up. 

Ravi, as I have seen from 1980, is responsible 
towards family and work to a fault. Because he has 
always wanted freedom and space for himself, he 
naturally believes in giving the same to everyone 
around him. He does not push any one. He also 
does not expect people around him to work like 
him. He has lot of patience and perseverance. I have 
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never seen him getting bored or upset in following 
up with people. On the one hand, he will flare up 
and yell at people who are indifferent and on the 
other hand, he has great empathy. There have been 
so many occasions where he would have shouted 
at one of the workmen or subordinates and within 
a matter of minutes would be giving their child 
an interest-free education loan! Bhavabhuti’s lines 
seem to have been written keeping Ravi in mind — 
aaa Sarai, ash SATE | 
sara Safa al fe farqaefar 
Harder than a diamond, softer than a flower 
— who indeed can truly understand 
the hearts of great souls! 


I have rarely seen Ravi worrying or regretting 
for anything in his life despite facing several crisis 
situations in family and work. On the other hand, 
I would get worked up and even scared under cer- 
tain situations; later on I realised that I could have 
managed such situations if only I had been men- 
tally stronger! Over a period of time I have reduced 
my worries and fears—and tried to stop regretting. 

Ravi joined Rotary International (RI) in 1988 
and ever since he became President of his home 
club in 2000, he has been involved in many social 
service projects to help the needy sans expectation. 
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In the year 2020, recognising his selfless service to 
the community, RI conferred upon him the Service 
Above Self award—the highest honour given to a 
Rotarian. Though I have been only a silent sup- 
porter, I felt really happy when I stood beside him 
while the citation plaque and the pin were handed 
over to him at the District Awards ceremony. 

Although Ram would worry a lot whenever any 
family member fell sick, of late he has developed 
mental strength and faith in himself. After my re- 
cent setback in health, Ram often sits with me and 
assures me that I will be back to normal. I feel very 
relaxed because of his pure love. I wish I can be like 
him giving pure love to people around me. And the 
little meticulousness that I learnt from my elders I 
seem to have passed on to him! 

My mother-in-law Indiramma’s life, as I have 
seen over these years, has been like a straight line. 
She experienced several ups and downs in life—in- 
cluding the deaths of her own children and also her 
son-in-law—but she took them all in her stride. 
To the outside world, she might appear to be an 
innocent lady who grew up in a village but to me 
it looks like she carefully developed this nature to 
insulate herself from the material world and focus 
on her duties. Though it is not easy to follow her, I 
tried my best to balance ups and downs of my life. 


Contentment 83 


My senior colleague Triveni would blame 4er- 
self first if anything went wrong — be it academ- 
ic or administrative work. I would be surprised at 
this behaviour of hers, because it is common to see 
people blaming others whenever something goes 
wrong. Through this, I realised the fact that quite 
often we ourselves can be the cause if something 
goes wrong. [his made me to be more careful and 
conscious about whatever I talk or do. 

My junior colleague Chandrakala is endowed 
with great empathy. While in college, she would 
think for me, just like Ravi would do at home. I 
have had many pleasant surprises from her and 
wonderful experiences. Though it may not possible 
to follow her footsteps, I have learnt to empathise 
with people around me. 

Over the years, I learnt the importance of /ove, 
friendship, hobbies, profession, and responsibility. 
Most of my learning happened through observing 
my family members, friends, and others around 
me, apart from nature. After I recovered partly 
from the major surgery that I underwent in Octo- 
ber 2022, I started to sort out all my stuff having 
realised the fact that I may not need most of them 
as I grow older. Hence, I started distributing many 
of them to my near and dear since the dawn of 
2023. This has given me immense satisfaction. 
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In fact, I had a terrible dry cough in January and 
February and through the course of writing this 
book, I was diverted from my ailment—and by the 
time I finished writing, I seem to have automati- 
cally got rid of the problem! 

Over the years, three songs have always guided 
me in my path — saew 22d8e sods (all that hap- 
pened was for the good), aonden, OO Rardoss 
Bod go® (let anything come our way but let us 
always have the grace of Govinda!) and 3e 6x0 
BoBs Sow LPs (don't get agitated, have patience, 
O mind!) — and I remain forever grateful to our 
Haridasas, who shared the highest wisdom in such 
simple language. 

As we become more matured, we develop the 
much-needed skills of viveka—discernement of 
what to take and what to reject—coupled with the 
confidence to face any situation. I often feel that it 
is best to develop the mind of a child — being care- 
free and happy. Life is like a normal distribution 
curve — taking it easy in the initial stage and in the 
final stage, while trying to experiment in between. 

As I grow older, I understand that the best thing 
that I can do is £0 let go, feel contended and peaceful 
so that not only can I be happy but can also make peo- 
ple around me happy! 
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IF DEATH Is the debt that all men pay, birth is the 
debt that no man can repay. Our parents give birth 
to us—without ever bothering to consult us—and 
shower us with love and affection, teaching us the 
ways of the world, inculcating values, and sharing 
their wisdom. In this manner, they place us in a 
precarious position of forever being in their debt. 
At least this is what we can expect when we win 
the parents lottery. Hitting the jackpot in a real 
lottery gives us a lot of money but winning the 
parents lottery, we simply go deeper into debt. And 
our grandparents, uncles, aunts, and elders rush 
forward to add to this insurmountable debt—so, 
by the time we come to our senses, we are already 
on the verge of defaulting on our loan! 

My brother Ram and I were incredibly lucky 
to have been born in our family. We were brought 
up differently, tailor-made to our special needs. 
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Our diametrically opposite personalities in many 
ways must have been a nightmare for our parents. 
My brother has always been the silent, obedient, 
rules-abiding, and respectful type while I’ve been 
the boisterous, rebellious, careless, and irreverent 
sort. In school, Ram was under-confident while I 
was over-confident. He stuck to his textbooks; I 
read everything but the textbooks. He, organised 
and I, haphazard. It is difficult to even fathom the 
sort of daily struggle my parents would have had to 
go through dealing with the two of us. I suppose 
they would have had a far more peaceful parenting 
time if their sons were both = (HARI + RAM) = 2! 

Amma and Appa both gave us lot of time in our 
early years. Until I came to college, the five of us 
(my paternal grandmother, my parents, Ram and I) 
ate dinner together as a family. Once or twice a 
week, we watched television together (cricket and 
movies mostly). We ate out at restaurants once a 
month on average. Once or twice a year, we went 
on holidays to historical places, lush-green forests, 
or temple towns. We visited friends and relatives 
often and we hosted people regularly. And so, there 
is little doubt that we were raised well. If, at any 
point, Ram or I forgot this fact, my father would 
be quick to remind us of it. 
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In 2006, I spent a month in the house of my 
friend Javier Lorca in Temuco, Chile—practically 
the other end of the world from where India is. I 
clearly remember the day I arrived in Temuco after 
a scenic eight-hour bus journey from Santiago. By 
the time Javier picked me up at the bus station and 
took me to his house, it was late in the evening 
and his mother had laid the table. We exchanged 
pleasantries and went straight to dinner. After we 
completed our meal and sat down on the sofa in 
the drawing room, Javier's mother told me, “Your 
parents have raised you very well!” 

Immediately I blurted out, “But how do you 
know that? I’ve hardly been here thirty minutes!” 

She smiled and said, “Because you did not waste 
a single morsel of food when you ate dinner. That is 
a sure sign of a good upbringing!” 

I smiled, thinking about all those times my 
mother forced me to finish everything on my plate. 
All her haggling and hustle had been of some use 
after all. 

My parents often stressed on things of value 
rather than emphemeral details. While my mother 
would nag me to no end when it came to mat- 
ters of personal hygeine, health, or even language 
(let alone using bad language, she would chide me 
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if I uttered a grammatically incorrect sentence or 
spoke in a rustic dialect of Tamil!) she would not 
be too hassled about things like the marks I got in 
school or getting my homework done; she didn't 
mind if I overslept or stayed away from attending 
the wedding of a distant relative. My father was 
even less concerned about things like how much 
I scored in an exam or what I pursued during the 
vacation but emphasised punctuality, reasoning, 
understanding fundamentals, clear speech, and 
being forthright. At the cost of undermining his 
own authority as father, he encouraged us to speak 
our mind freely and disagree with him provided our 
logic was sound. When friends or relatives visited 
us, Ram and I were invited to participate in the 
conversation and there was hardly an occasion 
when we were put down or sent away for having 
original (read crazy) ideas. We were taught money 
management from a young age—my father had 
opened bank accounts for Ram and me in the 
early 90s, when we were schoolchildren. We were 
given the freedom to pursue whatever we wanted 
provided we could plead our case sensibly. To this day, 
any conflict at home is resolved by means of civil 
dialogue—when there is open discussion between 
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the members of a family, there is hardly any chance 
of bearing grudges or carrying things in our hearts, 
unsaid. We agree to disagree on a number of things 
and there is peace in the homestead. 

I realised quite early in my life that I had been 
extremely fortunate to receive the sort of training 
I got at home with regard to life skills and values 
and subsequently, the world-class education I got 
from my numerous gurus in various disciplines. 
This realisation was largely responsible for my tak- 
ing the decision of devoting much of time towards 
contributing to society rather than chasing after 
selfish materialistic pursuits. This is yet another 
hazard of winning the parents lottery—all that we 
accomplish is also owed to our parents! 

Like any other family, we too have had our 
share of health issues. From the age of five, I have 
seen death and disease at regular intervals. But the 
manner in which my parents dealt with these harsh 
realities of life in a calm, composed, and practical 
manner instilled a sense of fortitude in me. In late 
2008, my father was diagnosed with cancer and 
in the following months, he completely changed 
his lifestyle and actually improved his health. In 
2014, my mother was diagnosed with cancer. The 
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medication — radiation and chemotherapy — took a 
toll on her and recovery was painfully slow but she 
braved it all with aplomb. In 2020, I fell seriously 
ill with a bout of tuberculosis, which I wriggled out 
of, thanks to the support of family and friends. In 
2021, my paternal grandmother, my parents, and 
Ram were all diagnosed with covip-19 and they 
came out of it unscathed. A few months ago, we 
learnt that my mother had a tumour on her left 
femur bone and that it was malignant; her cancer 
had relapsed. Thanks to her cousin Dr. Mukund’s 
efforts, in a short time my mother consulted the 
finest doctors in India and is presently receiving 
the best possible treatment—although palliative in 
nature. In addition to her medicines, she has been 
undergoing regular physiotherapy and has been 
taking herbal supplements, both of which have 
proven to be extremely helpful in improving her 
general health. More importantly, the manner in 
which she is dealing with her situation every day— 
being balanced, pragmatic, and methodical—is an 
inspiration for everyone. 

Even the writing of this book has been one of 
the strategies she has employed to improve her 
health. Recalling poignant episodes and influential 
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people from one’s past, seeing them all in a some- 
what detached manner—almost like watching a 
movie—and trying to cull out the most valuable 
learnings from them will prove to be immensely 
valuable to the next generation. I’m delighted that 
my mother took time to pen down a short sequel 
to her earlier memoirs (Sixty Years, Sixty Episodes). 
Although the persons and events she alludes to 
in these pages will be largely unknown to many, 
readers may enjoy them merely as human interest 
stories. Further, the life lessons that she delineates 
will, doubtless, benefit all readers. 

As a result of the serenity and love exhibited by 
our parents and grandparents, Ram and I too have 
been able to cultivate some amount of calmness 
in the way we deal with life’s realities and some 
degree of warmth in the way we deal with people. 
We realised that it is useless to get worked up, 
complain, become anxious, lose our temper, or feel 
depressed when faced with a crisis. Rather than 
fret about the problem, we make a sincere attempt 
at finding a viable solution. 

If even one of my family members had been the 
type who panics, I doubt if my mother’s recovery 
post-surgery could have been so smooth. 
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In a crude sense, we are all ticking time-bombs 
without anyone ever knowing what the time of 
detonation will be. Yet, we all continue to live on 
blissfully avoiding this reality. In fact, it would be 
impossible to function without this forgetfulness 
regarding our end. But if we were to bring to our 
consciousness, every now and then, the truth that 

Art ts long, and Time is fleeting, 

and our hearts, though stout and brave, 
Still, like muffled drums, are beating 
funeral marches to the grave.* 
we might learn the subtle art of valuing every sin- 
gle moment, living mindfully one day at a time, 
and as a result, enjoying the rest of our life. 


Hari Ravikumar 
AUTHOR-DESIGNER-VIOLINIST 


* Stanza 4 of A Psalm of Life by H W Longfellow 
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